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much for her hair, more than I can express.    But you are
not to blame.    You had much to do.'

He left the room for a moment, and returned; returned
with the long, the beautiful tresses of my beloved.

'You have made me happy. I never thought that I
should again know what joy was. How considerate. How
very good!'

He broke to me gently, that he had found the tresses
around my neck. I rubbed my forehead, I summoned my
scattered thoughts, ' I remember something/ I replied, 'but
I thought it was a dream. I fancied that in a dream I had
quitted the house.1

He told me all. He told me that, after a long search, he
had found me among the mountains, hanging to the rough
side of a precipice, shattered, stark, and senseless. The
bushes had caught my clothes, and prevented a fatal fall.

CHAPTER XXIII.

A SHIP was about to leave the port for Leghorn. And
why not go to Leghorn ? Anywhere but Venice, Our
arrangements were soon made. I determined to assent to
the request of his father, in taking little Spiro, who was
a favourite of Alceste's, and had charge of her gazelles.
A Greek father is willing to see his son anywhere but
among the Turks. I promised his family not only to charge
myself with his future fortunes, but also to remit them
an annual allowance through the consul, provided they
cherished the tomb of their late mistress; and in a fortnight
I was again on board.

The mountains of Oandia were long in sight, but I avoided
them, Our voyage was long, although not unpleasant.
We were often becalmed. Tho air and change of scene
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